THE  TALE  OF   BEOWULF          165

Over lief, over loath.    But to folk is a weening
Of war-tide as now, so soon as unhidden         2910
To Franks and to Frisians the fall of the king
Is become over widely.    Once was the strife shapen
Hard 'gainst the Hugs, sithence Hygelac came
Faring with float-host to Frisian land,
Whereas him the Hetware vanquish'd in war,
With might gat the gain, with o'er-mickle main;
The warrior bebyrny'd he needs must bow down:
He fell in the host, and no fretted war-gear
Gave that lord to the doughty, but to us was aye

sithence

The mercy ungranted that was of the Merwing.
Nor do I from the Swede folk of peace or good

faith                                                                2921

Ween ever a whit.    For widely 'twas wotted
That Ongentheow erst had undone the life
Of Hsethcyn  the  Hrethel's  son   hard  by   the

Raven-wood,

Then when in their pride the Scylfings of war
Erst gat them to seek to the folk of the Geats.
Unto him soon the old one, the father of Ohthere,
The ancient and fearful gave back the hand-stroke,
Brake up the sea-wise one, rescued his bride,
The aged his spouse erst, bereft of the gold,  2930
Mother of Onela, yea and of Ohthere ;
And followed up thereon his foemen the deadly,